AT DHUFAR

the fort which were full of tithe and customs levies - butter,
rice and dates. The instinct of avarice, abnormally
developed in the Badu, was astir. A plot was hatched. One
party of Kathir would bring a petition against another,
and as the case proceeded more Kathiri witnesses would be
sent for until the town was possessed by an army of them.
And so it happened. Suspicion would have arisen had
they come in any other circumstances. As it was the
government troops remained scattered over the plain on
their daily duties. This morning, like every other, the
two young governors sat at the gateway of the fort holding
the morning reception. The coffee cup had gone round
the large assembly of Kathir tribesmen present. The
moment had come. Consummate treachery! On a signal
from the leader the Badawin leapt up and fell upon their
hosts, sword in hand. 'Ali and Mas'ad, Sulaiman's sons,
with their wretched soldiers were pitilessly murdered, the
Badawin rushed down and ransacked the cellars and then
razed the new government fort to the ground.

All that was left of Muscat government in Dhufar was
one Bakhit bin Nubi and forty soldiers who fled to Murbat
to take refuge with some friendly Qara. This Bakhit was
a negro and a character withal. He was a slave of Sulaiman,
for a slave may own another slave or other chattels, though
without the power of bequest, so that on his death his
goods revert to his master. Four months must elapse - the
south-west monsoon having cut communication with Oman
- before news could reach Muscat and reinforcements be
sent. Bakhit took upon himself to act, and his actions must
have been wise and courageous, for as the days passed and
the menace of retribution approached, he induced the
rebels to see that to support him was their safest course.